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The Comic all Hi for it of 

Solan, And ShylockJ or his own part knew the bird was flifo 
and then it is the complexion of them all to leave the dam, 8 1 

Shy, She is damnd for it. 

Salar. Thats certaine,if the Devill may be her Indge, 

Shy. My own flefh and bloud forebell. 

Sola, Out upon it old Carrion, rebels it at thefeyeares. 

Shy . I fay my daughter is my flefh and my bloud. 

Solari . There is more difference between thy flefh and hen, , 
thenbetwecn Jetand Ivorie, more between your blouds, then 
there is between Red wine and Rennifh : but tell us, do you hcare 
whether eAnthonio have had any lefleat fea or no ? 

Shy, There I have another bad match, a bankrour,a prodigall, 
who dare fcarce flic w his head on the Ryalto , a beggar that was 
ufd to come lo fmug upon the Mart s let him Iooke to his bond, 
he was wont to call me Ufurer,let him Iooke to his bond, he was 
■wont to lend money for a Chriftian curfie, let him Iooke to his 
bond. 

Salari. Why I am fure if he forfeit ,. thou wilt not take his 
flefh, w hats that good for ? 

Shy l. To bait fifh withall, ifit will feed nothing, elfe , it will 
feed my revenge ; he hath difgrac’d me, and hindred mehalfea 
million, laught at my Ioffes, mockt at my gaines, feorned my Na- 
tion, thwarted my bargains, cooled my friends, heated mine ene- 
mies, and whats his rcafon,! am a Jew : Hath not a Jew eyes, hath 
not a jew hands, organs, demenfions, fenfes, affeftions, pillions, 
fed with the fame food, hurt with the fame weapons* fubjedto , 
the fame difeafcs,healed by the fame meanes, warmed and cooled 
by the fame Winter and Summer as a Chriftian is : if you prick us, 
do we not bleed, if you tickle us, do we not laugh ; if you poyfon 
us, do we not die, and if you wrong us, (hall we not revenge, if we 
are like you in the reft, we will rcfemble you in that. If a Jew 
wrong a Chriftian,what is his humility, revenge? If a Chriftian 
wrong a Ie w, what fhould hfefufferance be by Chriftian exam- 
ple, why revenge 1 ? The villany you teach me,[ will execute, and 
it {hall go hard, but I will better the inftru&ion. 
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the merchant of Venice. 

Enter a man from Anthonie. 

Gentlemen, my Matter tAnthonio is at his houfe,atid defires to 

fpeak with you both. 

Saleri. W e have been up and down to leek him. 

Enter Tubal!. 

Solanio. Here comes another of the Tribe , a third cannot be 
matchtjUnlcffe the Devill himfelfe turne lew. Exeunt Gentlem . 

Shy. How now Tuball y what newes from Qenowa, haft thou 
found my daughter? 

ThM. I often came where I did heareof her, but cannot 

find her. . 

Shylocke. Why there, there, thcre,there, a Diamond gone coft 
metwotboufand Ducats in Franckford , the curfenever fell upon 
cur Nation till now, I never felt it till now, two thousand Ducats 
in that, and other precious, precious jewels ; I would my daughter 
were dead at my foot, and the jewels in her eareswould flie were 
hearft at my foot,and the Ducats in her Coffin : no news of them , 
whyfo? and I know not whats fpent in the fearch : why thou 
Ioffe upon Ioffe, the theefe gone with fo much,and fo much to find 
thetheefe, and.no iatisfa&ion, no revenge, nor n© ill luck ftirring 
but what lights a my fhoulders, no fighs, but a my breathing, no 
teares but a my fhedding. 

Tub all. Ycs,other men have ill Tucke to ) Antbonio ) as I heard, is 
in Genowa} 

Shy. What, what, what, ill Iucke,ill lucke. 

Tuball, Hath an Argofiecaft away comming from Triyolh. 

Shy. I thank God,I thank God, ip k true, is it true. 

Tub all. I fpoke with fbme of the Saylcrs that efcaped the wrak. 

Shy, I thank thee good Tuball. good newes, good newes: ha, 
ha,heere in Genowa. 

TubaH, Your daughter {pent in Genorya, as I heard, one night 
fourefcore Ducats* 

Shy, Thou ftickft a dagger in me, I fhall never fee my gold a- 
gaine,fourefcoure Ducats at a fitting.fourefcore Ducats. 

Tuball. There came divers of Anthonio's creditors in my com- 
pany to Venice } that fweare he cannot chufe but breake: ' 
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